
TheTragedie 

T bon hadft ca-Id me all thefe bitter name?, 

J&. Mar.VVhy Co I did.bue lookt for no reply, 
o 1st me make the period to my curfe. 

G/o. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe, 

n iaue >: ou bre athed your curfe againfl your 
* °a r ! pa, " rcd Qii«ne,vaine flourilb of my for- 
V V hy nrewft thou fuger on that boded fpider, (tunc: 
Whole deadly web inlhareth thee about# 
Foole 3 foolc,thou whetfla knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come when thou /halt wifafor me, 

7*0 help theecurfe that poifond bunchbackt toad. 
AW&Falfe boading woman, end thy frantik curfe, 

Leaft to tby harme thou moue our patience. ’ 

Foule.fhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine, 
2^<,tf'ercyou well feru’dyou would betaughtyourduty,* 
J£M. T o ferue me well,you all fhould do me dutie, 
Teach me to be your Queene,and you myfubiefts: * 

O ferue me well, and teach yourfelues that dutie, 

Dorf. Difpute not with her,flieis lunatique. 

Peace roaifter Marquefle, you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant# 

O that your young nobilitie could iudge, 

What t’ were to loofe it and be miferable: 

7hey that Hand high,hauemany blaftsto fliakctheto, 

And if they fall,they dafh themfelues to peeces. 

G/o 1 , Good counfell marry ,learne it, learne it Marques. 
Dorf It toucheth you(my Lord )as much as me. 
g/o. Yea, and much more,but I was borne Co high, 
Ouraierie buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne. 

And turnes the funne to'lhade,alas,alas,’ 

Witnes my fonne,novv in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhining beames.thy cloudic wrath^ 

Hath in eternal! darknefle foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airiesneaff, 

O God that feed it, do not fuffer it: 

As it was wonnewith blood,loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fbame ifnot for charitiej 
QfM, Yrge neither iharitie nor fhatnt to 

Vncha-' 
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©f Richard the third. 

Vncharitably with roe haueyou ■? ah. 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are outchcrd. 

My charitic is outrage, life my lhame. 

And in my fhamcfbll liue my lorrowes rage. 

Buck, Haue done. 

- GfMar, o pricely Buckingham, I will kilic thy hand, ■ 

7n figne of league and amitie with thee: 

Now faire befall thee, and thy princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compaile of my curfe, 

Buck * Nor no one here, for curfes neuer pafls 
The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 

not beleeuebut they afeend the skie. 

And there awake G ods gentle fleeping peace, 

O Buckingham beware ofyonder dog. 

Look when he fawnes, he bites, 6c when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware ofhim; 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fe$ their marks on himj 
And all their miniff ers attend on him, 

G/o. What doth fhefaymy Lo:of Buckingham; 

Buck, Nothing that I refpett my gracious Lord, 

SfM. What doeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And footh the diuel that I warne thee from ; (fell, 

0 but remember this an other day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay poore rgaret was a propheteffe : 

Liue each ofyou the fubiefts ofhis hate. 

And he to you.and all of you to (Tods. Exit, 

Ak/?.My haire doth Hand on end to heare her curfes. 
Riu t And fo doth mine, /wonder fhees at libertie, 

G/o. / cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong.and /repent 
.My part thereof that / haue done. 

£u. / neuer did her any to my knowledge. 
g/o. But you haue all the vantage of this°wron». 

1 was too hot to do fome body <*ood, 0 

That is too cold in thinking ofi? now: 

Marry as for Qarance,he is well repaid, , 


He 


